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Summary:
Two months into quarantine and entertainment is becoming just as scarce as food in the Graves' apartment. Bored out of her mind, Ashely looks for something to read in her parent's bedroom, coming across a book of smut and a golden opportunity to annoy her brother.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
Isolation can be a form of torture, and so can repetitive sounds. Andrew and Ashley were locked in this coffin of an apartment with only the ticking of a clock and the static of the TV to keep them company. Throw never-ending boredom on top of that, and it's no wonder they went mad. Ashley and Andrew lounged on the couch while staring at TV static, with no energy or motivation to do anything else. Ashley was staring blankly at the set as if something would appear any moment now. Andrew, on the other hand, was not as interested in the TV; instead, he listened to the ticking clock as he drew circles in the short hairs on the nape of Ashley’s neck. They were two months into their quarantine, and food had begun to run low. They’d rationed themselves to one meal a day, usually something like a bag of chips or a slice of processed cheese. The clock continued to tick, the static continued to fill the room. 

“Why did they cut our TV access?” Ashley asked in frustration, throwing an empty bottle of water at the screen, “Do they want us to die of boredom?”

“They did it so we wouldn’t get any information from the outside world,” Andrew replied, moving his empty bottle out of Ashley’s grasp before she threw it as well.

“But they show us the news. Why cut everything else?”

“That’s not the real news, stupid,” Andrew grumbled, frustrated he even had to explain this, “it's all lies designed to make us complicit and stop us from revolting.”

Ashley let out a slight hum of recognition, “How is that any different from the real news?”

Andrew blinked for a moment, thinking, “Good point.”

Ashley let out an exasperated sigh and stood up, heading towards her empty parents’ bedroom. “Where are you going?” Andrew asked as he watched her leave.

“To find something to read,” Ashley replied, entering the bedroom.

“Read? You don’t read Ashley.”

“By all means, Andrew, keep watching the TV static. I hear it gets better the longer you stare.” Ashley approached the bookshelf beside her parents' bed, scanning the available titles. Most were tomes of very boring topics: self-help, child raising, and plenty of books describing get-rich-quick schemes. Yeah, some help those must’ve been. Ashley hummed and ran her finger along the spines of the books until she found one that was backward, the spine hidden against the wall. Curious, Ashley pulled the short and skinny book out from the shelf and read the title. A mischievous grin began to form across the young woman’s face, and it only grew as she skimmed a random page. Oh, this was too good.

Ashley marched back out into the living room and mustered a dramatic tone, reading a page aloud to her unsuspecting brother. “‘Oh Mr. Redd!’ Jessica said, her voice full of lust, ‘what I’d do for just one more day of being your dirty little whore~!’”

Andrew's head spun around in shock, a touch of red flushed across his cheeks. “What the hell are you saying?” He raised an eyebrow when he saw Ashley holding a small book, “What the hell is that?”

“Entertainment, my dear Andrew, the finest entertainment in the land!” Ashley excitedly plopped herself down next to her brother and held aloft the novella for him to read. It was a cheap-looking pink paperback with a title so cliche it was almost vomit-inducing. ‘A Weekend with Mr. Redd.’

“That was in mom and dad’s room?” Andrew asked, the surprise of Ashley’s erotica-fueled outburst starting to wear off.

“Yup, I guess mom likes smut novels, dirty old hag.”

“So you’re gonna read that?”

“Out loud to you, yes.”

“What?” Andrew yelped in surprise, “No, keep that filth to yourself!”

“Aww.” Ashley pouted, “Andy doesn’t want his sister to read him a bedtime story?”

“It’s noon, and no. I don’t wanna hear that kind of stuff coming out of your mouth.”

“Oh poo, you don’t wanna hear the fantastical love story between Jessica and her boss Mr.-“ Ashley stopped and looked at the plot summary on the back, not actually knowing the full name of the male protagonist. When she came across it, her eyes widened, and she quickly flipped to the first page of the book.

“No way.” Ashley said as she began to laugh, “Nooooooooooooooo way!” Her laughing intensified, the woman throwing her head back and kicking her feet at what she’d just found.

“What?” Andrew asked, confused and intrigued at what could have elicited such a reaction from his sister. Ashley tossed him the book and told him to read the synopsis before returning to her laughing fit. “Jessica Johnson’s life as a secretary takes an exciting turn as she’s chosen for a weekend of erotic pleasure at the hands of her boss, Mr.-” Andrew stopped dead in his tracks and glared at Ashley, who was still in the midst of her laugh attack. “That’s just a coincidence.”

“Nuh-uh!” Ashley shot back, that stupid shit-eating grin still caked across her mug, “Check the date of publication, the same year you were born!” The laughing picked up again, “Mr. Andrew Redd! Mom named you after a fucking porn character!” She squirmed in such delight that she nearly fell off the couch, “This is too good!”

Andrew swore under his breath, frustrated at this information. Surely it wasn’t true; his mom wouldn’t be that unoriginal to name him after some character in a book she liked. Or at least, not so weird that she’d take the name from a book like that. “Whatever,” he muttered in defeat, tossing the book onto the coffee table, “had your fun now?”

“What? No! We have to read it, Andy,” she reached down and snagged the book, “it’s about your namesake, after all!” Andrew protested more, but Ashley didn’t listen, flipping to the first page. She cleared her throat and began, “The night was dark and stormy, Jessica alone once again in her one-bedroom apartment. It had been years since she last had a companion, one to have and hold. She slipped beneath the covers of her queen-sized bed, lamenting buying such a large size if she had nobody to share it with-” Ashley suddenly stopped and blinked at the page.

“What?” Andrew asked.

“This is boring!” Ashley said aloud, starting to flip further in the book, “When does the good stuff start?”

“Are you seriously that impatient?” Andrew snapped, surprised she didn’t even make it a single paragraph, “You skip ahead, and you’re not going to have any context for the story. If you’re going to torture me like this, then at least do it right!”

“Hush, or I’ll eat the last of the jerky while you’re asleep!” Ashley growled. She didn’t think that would work, but it did, her brother groaning as he flopped back onto the couch. “Alright, let’s see here, when does it get good?” She flipped to a random page in the middle of the book and scanned her finger across the page until she found what she was looking for, grinning again.

“Jessica felt Andrew’s hot breath against her ear, her lover’s toned body pressed against her from behind, his powerful arms wrapped around her waist. The man placed his hand on the inside of Jessica’s thigh, rubbing sensually as he spoke to her in a calming voice. ‘They’re serving breakfast in the lobby,’ he said, ‘we don’t get up soon, we’ll miss it.’” Ashley paused momentarily, “Oh, I guess they’re in a hotel.” Ashley interrupted herself.

“You’d know that if you read it from the beginning,” Andrew replied.

Ashley just ignored him and continued. “‘I’m not that hungry,’ Jessica said, pushing herself deeper into the embrace. ‘Not that hungry is still hungry,’ Andrew said, running his fingers further up her thigh, ‘are you too hungry for this?’ ‘No,’ Jessica replied, ‘I’m hungry for this. ’ ‘Are you now?’ Andrew said, ‘Then show me how hungry you are.’ Jessica grabbed Andrew’s hand and placed it against her naked pussy, already desperate for attention.”

“Alright, enough.” Andrew muttered, “I get it.”

“Enough? We’re just getting to the good stuff! Don’t be such a prude, Andy.”

Andrew groaned and ran his hands down his face, pulling his eyelids down as he sat in total frustration.

“Now, no more rude interruptions!” Ashley demanded before returning to the book, scanning to find her place before resuming the story. “Andrew obliged his needy toy and ran his two middle fingers down her slit, Jessica shivering at just his slightest touch. He ran them back up and then down again, teasing the poor girl. Andrew then took to using his powerful fingers to rub the woman’s clit, heightening the intensity of her pleasure. Jessica opened her mouth to beg him to go further, but Andrew already knew what his plaything desired, his fingers slipping into her sopping cunt.” Ashley threw her head over the back of the couch and jokingly wretched, “‘Sopping cunt,’” Ashley cried, her voice full of exaggerated disgust. “Who writes this crap?!”

“I’m sorry,” Andrew muttered in frustration,  “but I thought you said no more interruptions?”

“No more interruptions from you ,” Ashley used the book to gesture towards her brother, “I’m the exception.” Ashley returned to the smut and continued to describe Jessica’s early morning finger fucking at the hands of her boss Mr. Redd. Ashley seemed to be enjoying this far too much, placing as much emphasis as she could on words she considered lewd and crude. All in a sick attempt to make her brother as uncomfortable as possible.

“‘Oh Andrew,’ Jessica cried, the woman so close to cumming at the hands of her boss. When, all of a sudden, he removed his fingers from her throbbing pussy. Jessica looked at him with a mix of surprise and desperation, unsure as to why he had suddenly stopped. But her worry was relieved as Andrew rolled her onto her back and began to make his way between her legs. ‘I’m hungry too, y’know,’ he said, gripping Jessica’s thighs. ‘And this is better than any continental breakfast they could serve.’ 

Ashley snorted and kicked her feet at the embarrassing trash on the page. “Wow, Andrew, you have quite the way with words!” Andrew just groaned in response, his hands covering his face, his upper body leaning so far back on the armrest of the couch that it seemed like he was going to go overboard any second now.

“Andrew began by kissing Jessica on the inner thigh, inhaling her scent greedily, intoxicated by it. As his mouth reached her clit and his tongue started to draw circles around it, Jessica threw her hand onto Andrew’s head. She was able to stop herself from pushing his face in deeper, but just barely.” As Ashley continued to read, things began to change in her mind. Sure, this smut book was lame, but she had to admit, this part was kinda hot. She had never been on the receiving end of the kind of treatment Jessica was receiving, and Ashley couldn't help mentally inserting herself into the secretary’s place just a bit. 

Ashley soldiered on her mission to read this book but was starting to falter. “Andrew slipped his fingers back into Jessica’s pussy, matching the intensity of his tongue as her body tensed, every muscle contracting in pleasure.” Ashley could feel a blush forming across her face; she wanted to stop here but couldn’t. Otherwise, her embarrassment would become too apparent to the real Andrew, and he’d never let her hear the end of it. She pulled the book up to cover her face, trying to continue to read as if nothing was wrong. She was rubbing her thighs together ever so slightly, the woman trying to alleviate some of the frustration starting to build.

“Quit talking into the book,” Andrew demanded, “it's muffling your voice. I can’t understand a word you’re saying.” He sat up and reached across the couch, trying to pull the book away from Ashley’s head. In response, Ashley leaned back and planted her foot on Andrew’s shoulder, shoving him back into the armrest.

“Relax, will you!” she yelled, sneering at her brother before continuing. “‘Jessica’s fingers intertwined with Andrew’s long dark hair, her skinny digits tugging as she squirmed in delight. His tongue pushed deeper inside of her, and his hands gripped her thighs harder. Jessica was so overcome with pleasure that she couldn’t help herself.  Her mind overcome by ecstasy, she cried out, ‘And-’” Ashley slammed the book shut, refusing to read another syllable. Her face had grown a deep red, and it felt like a fire had been lit behind her cheeks.

“What?” Andrew asked in total confusion, “What did she cry?”

“Nothing!” Ashley yelped as if Andrew’s words had reached out and touched her, “it’s just some stupid book.”

“What’s gotten into you?” Andrew asked as he reached forward to grab the little pink book, “What did it say?”

Ashley batted Andrew’s hand away, “Nothing! Why do you wanna hear it so bad? What are you, hard or something?” Just mentioning it caused Ashley to instinctively look down past Andrew’s belt, the fire behind her cheeks burning out of control as her suspicions were confirmed.

“Huh,” Andrew asked with a raised eyebrow, “what are you-?” He glanced down at himself, a fire of his own starting to build behind his face. Usually, Ashley would’ve made a mocking comment or perhaps said something to gross Andrew out. But not now, not in the middle of this emotional roller coaster. 

“Gross, Andrew!” Ashley cried before bringing the book crashing down on the tent that had formed in Andrew’s jeans. Her brother cried out and swore, grasping himself as he curled up in the corner of the couch. Ashley, for her part, stood up and headed towards the bathroom. “I’m burning this crap in the shower and washing it down the drain,” she screamed before slamming the door behind her and locking it.

“What the hell was that for?!” Andrew yelled from outside the bathroom, but Ashley just ignored him. She took her lighter from her back pocket and marched towards the shower in the corner of the room, ready to incinerate this piece of disgusting smut. But before flames touched the paper, she halted. Placing her lighter back in her pocket, she sat on the closed toilet and opened the book back up to the page she left off on.

“‘Jessica’s fingers intertwined with Andrew’s long dark hair, her skinny digits tugging as she squirmed in delight. His tongue pushed deeper inside of her, and his hands gripped her thighs harder. Jessica was so overcome with pleasure that she couldn’t help herself.  Her mind overcome by ecstasy, she cried out, ‘Andy!’”Ashley bit her hand as she read that passage over and over.

She never did burn that book. It found a new home under her mattress, never to be spoken of around Andrew again.